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comrade and friend of Connolly's, he was content to
serve as a private in the I.C.A. He was never strong
and the privations he suffered in an English jail left
him a dying man.
Margaret's only regret was her bad luck in being
disabled so early in the day (Wednesday of Easter
Week) though she must have suffered terribly, but
the end was nearer than we thought, for it was only
a few days later that we carried her over to Vincent's
Hospital, so that she would not fall wounded into
the hands of the English.
The memory of Easter Week with its heroic dead
is sacred to us who survived. Many of us could almost
wish that we had died in the moment of ecstasy when,
with the tri-colour over our heads we went out and
proclaimed the Irish Republic, and with guns in our
hands tried to establish it.
We failed, but not until we had seen regiment after
regiment run from our few guns. Our effort will in-
spire the people who come after us, and will give
them hope and courage. If we failed to win, so did
the English. They slaughtered and imprisoned, only
to arouse the nation to a passion of love and loyalty,
loyalty to Ireland and hatred of foreign rule. Once
they see clearly that the English rule us still, only
with a new personnel of traitors and new uniforms,
they will finish the work begun by the men and women
of Easter Week.	constance de markievicz.
Here, also, is a letter from a Colonel in the English
Army—an old friend—in command of troops in Ireland
in 1916:—
main barracks.
dear Miss eva,—Your letter is painfully interest-
ing. I do hope my letter gave your sister a ray of
pleasure. It is dreadful to think of the charming high-

